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THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride, 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride; 

Think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Where, where gat ye that bonny bride ? 
Where, where'gSTye'that winsome marrow? 


By the birks on 


Weep 


ofYARROW. 


NorTe? thy heart lament to leave, 

The birks upon the Braes of Yarrow 
Why does she weep, thy bonny bride? 
Why does she weep, thy winsome marrc 
And why dare ye nae weel be seen, 

By the birks on the Braes of Yarrow 


By the birks on the Braes of Yar: 
For she has tint her luver dear. 

Her luvgr dear the cause of sorrow, 


Why runs thy streak,; 6-Yarrow* fed ? 
Why on thy Braes the -doige of sorrow 
And;why yon melaneholeous weeds, 
Hung, on the bonny birksof Yarrow ? 
What’s yonder on the rueful stream ? 
What yonder floats ? O dule and sorrow ! 
’Tis he,'•the comely swain I slew, Ji 
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow. 

Wash ye. O’wash his wounds in tears, 

And wrap his Hiabs in mousing weeds, 
And-feyVm on the Braes ofYARROW. 
Thl^uild, then build, ye sisters sad. 
Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow, 


at wrought the deed oJ 


The fatal sp€ 
His breast uj 
Did I not W£ 


be Braes of Yarrow 


on the Braes of Yarrow 


Sweet smells the birk, green grows me grass, 
Yellow on Yarrow’s banks the gbwan. 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 

And sweet the wave of Yarrow flpwan. 
Flows Y arrow sweet? as sweet flows Tweeq,„ : 
As green its grass,' its gowan yellow, r 
As sweet smells Quits braes the birk, 

The apple frae the rock as mellow. 

Fair' was tKy luve,' fair fair thy hive, 

In flow’ry bands.thou him didst fetter ; 
Though he was weel beluy’d again* - 
Than me he never lvi’ed thee hetter. 

Busk ye, then busk my bonny bride. 


How can I busk a bonny bride ? 

How can I busk a winsome^marrow ?, 
How lii’e thde on the banks of Tweed, 
That slew him bn the Braes of Yarrow 
O Yarrow fields, may never rain. 

Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover ; 

The boy put on his robeS*6f green, 

Ah ! wretched me ! I little kend 

The boy took out his milk-white steed, 
Unheedful of my dule and sorrow, 

But ere the toofal of the night. 

Lay slain upon the Braes of Yarrow ! 


But lang ere night, the spear was flot 
That slew my luve, and left me mou: 
What can my barb’rous father do. 


M^hkp$y sisters,' in their pride 
With bitter and ungentle scoffin’. 
May bid ine seek, on Yarrow Br^ 
My luver nailed in~his coffin. 

My brother Douglas may upbraid 
And try with threatening words to n 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed of luve j 
With brSaTsheets my body cover; 

UnKar* ye bridal maids, the-door, 

Let in th’ expected husband luvel; 

But who th’ expected husband is ? 

.His. hands^ methinks, are bath’d in slaughter 
Ah me ! what ghastly spectre’s yon, 

Comes in his pale shroud, bleeding after ? 

Pakas he is, here lay him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 

Take off, take off these bridal weeds. 

And crown my careful head’with willow. 
PaleVoii§h tW ait, , yet beWbeluv’d, 

Yet lie aE night between mv breasts * 

,.No youtb.lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O luvelyjrputh, 
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter ! 

And lie all night between my;breasts ; 

No youth shall ever lie there after. 

Return, return, O-xUourtrfifl.br^e, 

Return and dry thy useless sorrow ; 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy sighs, 

He lies slain on the Braes of Yarrow. 
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